Sea Change 
The Geoffroy Amar poems 


The Poet is like that wild inheritor of the cloud, 

A rider of storms, above the range of arrows and slings; 
Exiled on earth, at bay amid the jeering crowd, 

He cannot walk for his unmanageable wings. 


Charles Baudelaire, The Albatross, tr George Dillon 


Full fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes; 
Nothing of him that does fade, 

But doth suffer a sea-change 

Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Ding-dong, 

Hark! Now I hear them — Ding-dong, bell 


William Shakespeare, The Tempest, Act 1, Scene 2 


Time Is To Tide 


Sitting with the incarnate figures 
Before faith was a requisite 
Planning our journeys together 
Before maps ever were drawn 


A familiar creature draws near 
A thing four-legged at times 
The room appears to disappear 
The walls stand firm as the earth 


In the regard of the moated sun 
The daylight doffs its rays 

We within are illumined one by one 
Presently the messengers will call 


Here is the word of our council 
Here below seal and sigil: 

The world works by no will 
Time is to tide and high is as low. 


Chorao, March 20 2023 


The Path I Told You 


The way ahead is as tunnel 
Through to what dark or light 
The way is brown and green 
The way is tarmac and glare 
The way is slush and star 
The way is a barrel 

To a beautiful bullet carved 
Your beautiful name on it 


The way ahead will take you 
Until it stops you drops you 
Deposits you in what 

The way ahead was not 
Designed or directed by you 
You must somehow believe 
It points nowhere yet 

Or exactly where you mean 


Run to the sea if you can 
Run into the highest of tides 
Run to the sun if you want 
Run like a moth flies 

Run all night if you like 
Run from the heights ever 
Run with the wind 

If you must, then fall. 


26th March 2023, Bangalore 


More Than Birds 


The sky flew away 
Without a word 
So did I 


The sky seen through 
Was the forest 
The bird was too 


The earth held ground 
La fell swoop 
The end of winter 


I fell away 
Into the sky 


And so did all my words 


Wings carry more than birds 
Seasons turn more than leaves. 


March Ist 2023, Bangalore 
Here At The Beginning Of The End I Geoffroy Amar 
I fe(e)1@) down 


I want to be in the world of rarest 

Most coveted colours and elegant subtle 
Melodies the impossible refinement of a Chopin 
Waltz. The world 

Of sublime superlatives or else 

The world of darkest of most uncanny 
Of a supreme sunlost squalour 

Even light can only multiply into 
Shades of blinding dark 

Like a Galas aria played at the 

Burial of a wretch 


But instead I'm here 


Feeling down in a world 

Sort of middling on average 

Megiddo still a few centuries away 
And even though Kalki already paces 
Through the same streets that I find 
Are a synecdoche for the nowhere of it all even though 
He slouches to some destiny, I 

I'm trapped alive in the long afternoon 
Before its gloaming, looming hour 
After the end of the beginning 

Here at the beginning of the end, I 


Quintessence of dust. 

5th April 2023, Bangalore 
There Are Four Pillars 
Four words in a row 

Can be too little 


Or much too much 
It all depends whether 


It all depends whether 
You have the time 
You have the need 

I have the words 


I have the words 

They are hard, opaque 

I use them like gauze 
Worn as a veil 

Four words in a row 

It all depends whether 

I have the words 

You have the stone. 

6th April 2023, Bangalore 
Upon Him 


My feet are not teeth 
But what if my ears were 


To chew on every sound 
Masticate the thirds and runes 


&That my eyes were tongues 
Sardonic with exegesis 


O confuse this head of mine 
Hymn upon hymn I'll bear thee 


O harvest these fears of mine 
Gold without worth unto thee 


[redacted 


Gold without worth 
Holy of holies. 


7th April 2023, Bangalore 
To Anesidora 
We must unsee the invisible 


The silhouette in the rain 
The hole in the night sky 


The lady between the trees 

The divinity of sunshine 

The shadow with fingers of ice 

We must understand not to see 

We must learn not to conceive 

The world is occult enough without us 
Without our filthy fecund eyes 
Without our schematic brains 
Gestalting ghosts from machines 
Without our machinery of possession 
Inferning every rock with a spirit 
And every soul with a shadow 

And every shadow with a will 

And every will with a way oh we 
Must unsee the invisible 

The world is enough without 


-You should have known when to close the box- 
12th April 2023, Bangalore 
Identikit 


I'm a treasure map 
I'm yellowed and 
worn at the edges 
There are blood stains 
and rips on me 
I'm drawn with an archaic 
feather quill 
By someone not used 
to writing or drawing 
I'm crude but I work 
And until you follow 
the route to the end 
You won't know if I'm 
true 
And even if, I'm not 
the treasure. 


28th March 2023, Bangalore 
No Demon In View But Time 
It frightens me a bit now 

To vie for a place 


In the limited seating 
Available in a table of contents 


I, you see, have no intents, 

No purposes, no maggots eating 
The inside of my face 

And telling me the why and how 


This is a boast I realise 

But one I make good on 

With each missed call 

Each failure to launch 

In this deviation I stay staunch 

A separate slope for my own fall 

A unique abyss in which to be gone 
Far from collective enterprise 


Poe said it with more music 

But in his cloud was a trace 

Of the long romantic dawn 

Of his continental forebears 

I come after a century of scares 

To a world more forlorn 

No maggot chews within my face 
Except one raised on my own physic 


No demon in view but time 
But I digress and digress 
And see no need to apologise 
I was talking about my fears 
The horror of finding peers 
Of being cut down to size 
And classified more or less 
Of being forced into a rhyme 


Schemed by any but me 

It is better to be suspended 
In airy nothingness 

Or dark emptiness 

It is better to be defended 
Only by obscurity 


And to say in parting, here was my monument: 
More than a portico, less than a pediment. 


20th March 2023, Chorao 


Gold By The Sea 


The sun at that angle 


Where it touches the sea 
Into a haze of gold 


The spray hits my shanks 
As I stride the strand 
Sand seeds gold, gold in gold 


Setting, the sun inflames 
All of sand and wave 
Everything pauses, poised 


Knowing nothing here stays 
It, and I, strive to be 
Singular, fused in memory 


Fishing boats reappear 
From further waves furled 
Time returns with them 


Daily, mundane, staple 
Eternal, never the same 
I walk home, head haloed gold. 


9th March 2020, Goa 
Chapter 17 (partial) 


I have eyes within eyes of which you do not know 

For these my eye sockets are merely roosts 

From which furl owls in pairs when darkness is full, thus 
I give eyes to the night of which you can not see 


I give forth liquid song from these burning lips 

Drop by drop, poisons with great virtues, as 

My hymnal unfastens beasts and breaks prisons 

The venom I birth is prized by midwives and apothecaries 


When my eyes sing back to me on night's feathers 

When my songs drip back into me from stalactites 
Depending from the roof my burial cavern 

You may consume my ashes as an antidote to all the world. 
10th April 2023, Bangalore 


Some Thoughts And A Declaration 


I definitely had some thoughts about the sea 
Most of them a kind of rhythmic celebration 


Of the undeniable fact of its immensity 

The solidity of it the swell of it the concentration 
Dashing against shores since shores emerged 
Breeding and harboured and spewing us all 

The steel of it the splash and foam an edge that surges 
That searches its way from sandy strand to upland hall 


I definitely had some thoughts, I was aloft, I was afire 

Dipping my toes in the skein I felt a charge 

And soaring I pondered on those swirling gyres 

How plastic, how persistent, how monstrous large 

At this point the sea sat down at my own size 

Cradled me in my own moment of drowning 

I am blind it said, we, blind in our all-seeing tide eyes 

I am a roar it said I am a burning a rout a ceremonial of crowning. 


9th April 2023, Bangalore 
Comparative Theology 


They are not worshipful of my gods 
Nor I of theirs 

In this I see their wisdom 

My nescience 

But that my gods are real 

And theirs is a guess 

A hypothesis a mistake 

And mine 

Mine are always with me 

Blood of my bone marrow of 

My sorrow 

O let none worship my gods hence 
As I shall not worship yours 

And none the wiser shall I be 

May your god elevate you 
Apotheosis be upon you 

May mine curse me and smite me 
Cast me down in punishment 

For my vile acts of worship. 


11th April 2023, Bangalore 
Beasts Beasts Beasts 

We are allegorical beasts 
Heraldic beasts 


Written about in world books 
To instruct each child 


In orthodox meaning 


No summer but touches us 
No monsoon ought swelter 
The timbers we shelter under 
We have faces of torsos 

Our feet face the temple 


On a stage you order us 
A darkened risen place 
Where two or three lights 
Remind the world 
Everything is dark 


Beasts of an arena are we 
Herded and cornered 

Martyrs will murmur to us 

As we fend a last revel 

Before myrmidon cuts us down 


11th April 2023, Bangalore 
Green Close 


Blanketed by cloud 

Cornered in a green close 
Flower scent in my nose 

City like a shroud 

Because I can afford 

The death dues of a day 
Wasted in shades of grey 

Far within, solitary in the hoard 


There are mazes in legends 
There are twists within turns 
What one deserves, another earns 
I can afford such priceless friends 
Because I am the end of a tether 
Gathered in a green pause 
Garnered in a grey cause 

Leaves, sky, I; together. 


23rd June 2022, Bangalore 
Chapters 3 and 19 


Was a time you could not 
Consider yourself sane or touched 


If you never saw mystery lights 
Mystery lights in the sky 

And I did too briefly 

Once 

Was sane or touched then 

Was a child 

Feathered and alien 


That was a previous century 
We've autopsied ET 
Disclosed aerial phenomena 
Now angels are back 

After all 

Gods were always alien 
Nothing human is divine 
Nothing of earth is alien 
Nor need it be 


Was a time vision was in contempt 
Blinded by a nuclear fable 

We ate radar breakfasts 

Radio world was explained 

I was thought sane or touched 

I was a child 

Gods waited outside the window 
With mocking fish eyes 

And spring heels 


That was a century 

This is the millennium 
Mystery lights 

Mystery wings 

Vision racks the era 
Vision blinds the view 
Disclosed, disposed 
Feathered and excoriated 


Denuded and beautiful 
Fireworks in our eyes 
Mercury for hands 
Considered sane or touched 
Nothing divine 

Nothing winged stays 

Fish eyes cloud borne 
Watch megiddo 

Watch kalki gallop 

Black wheel turn 


9th April 2023, Bangalore 
Al Kimiya 


The world as I can see 
Is a thing encrusted 
Where shit crystallises 
Under the right conditions 
And the delicate yellow of a puddle 
Is a beautiful colour no matter what 
The world as I can see 
Is nothing but a marvel 
A corridor through a treasure house 
Of proscripted beauty 
- The best kind 
The world as I can see 
Defeats all your attempts 
And feints and sleights 
To show up anything real 
As ugly. 


6th April 2023, Bangalore 


Last Words From Geoffroy Amar 


Were you born broken? 

Then we are siblings 

And my hand is in yours 

And my hopes are for you 

Our footprints falter and weave 
When we fall only we lift ourselves 
But sometimes a distant breath 

Or whisper might remind you 

You can 

That's me. And when I was lost 
That was you. We find our own way 
And we are not whole 

But we are walking from day 

To day alive and faltering and 
Stumbling and limping and 
Picking ourselves up again 

You are a flame 

You burn brighter than the day 
Because what was broken 

Ran so deep that your spirit 

Is magma. That's all I wanted to say 
This is the whisper on the wind 


You may hear at times 
Now lift yourself up. Again and ever. 


13th April 2023, Bangalore 


